NIGHT

him almost face to face like this would have seemed utterly
fantastic. Had Adele betrayed him? Was this a plot?
Well, if it was, he would sell his life dearly. * Tell the
Skipper that Milton died game. I forgive you,, Adele.
You were tempted, my girl. Tell the Skipper I'm sorry
I didn't get the Hun for him. Tell him old Milton did
his best. But the bastard shot him through the lungs
from under the table.'

At this moment loud applause greeted the finale of the
American negro's sand dance, and Milton, taking advan-
tage of his enemy's pre-occupation with the stage, turned
round and regardless of scratches and whipping twigs
plunged into the heart of the screen of shrubs and
trampled his way through into the path on the other
side that led to the stage door, exactly like a frightened
pachyderm plunging through the jungle. " Gor, what
an escape! " he breathed heavily. He stooped to peer
back into the auditorium through the shrubs. There
was no sign of pursuit, and at that moment the orchestra
struck up the melody that always heralded the appear-
ance of Queenie on the golden stage. "Lucky for
that swine I'm British," Milton muttered to himself.
" He knows I wouldn't shoot him from behind a bush,
the dirty dog." And gradually there was implanted in
him a conviction that he had discovered the finest place
in the whole of the theatre grounds from which to keep
his tremendous eye upon the movements of the German
officer. Why, if any of the girls did happen to pass this
way she would almost faint when she saw that crouching
figure. * Qu*est-ce que c'est que fa ? Ahy mon dieu^ c*est
Monsieur Milton* Ah^ quel homme suptrieur! II me fait
cet homme.*